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that night. The water was already three feet deep in Wells Road,
and drowning deep in the Lake Village Great Field. He had soon
realised that there was no chance of using his airplane, and in-
deed he felt he would be very lucky if it were not utterly ruined.
But what worried him, as he stood by Dave's side now, was not
his airplane. It was not his wife, either. Hours ago Tilly and
Emma had been driven away by Bob Tankerville, safe to Wells.
No; what was worrying Philip as he surveyed through his field-
glass that rising expanse of waters was the peril to his half-con-
structed steel bridge over the river. He felt nervous, too. about his
new cement road, leading down from Wookey Hole, though he
kept telling himself that a few days' labour would clear away the
mud and the silt when the flood sank down. But the half-finished
bridge? He had already felt some qualms as he turned his glass
upon those cement bases, those wooden scaffolds, those jagged
steel uprights; and now, as he gazed at them, it seemed to him
that part of the scaffolding had been already washed away.
In his anxiety he handed his glasses to Dave. "Doesn't it seem
to you that some of my bridge supports are gone?" he said.
Dave obediently surveyed the objects in question. "The whole
thing,  Cousin  Philip,   I'm afraid,"  murmured  the  Communist
grimly as he returned the glasses. "The whole business will go
in a minute or two. The tide's terrifically strong just there!"
"Damn it, man. But it cant wash those things away! I saw
them put in; and they were------"
"You'd better come over to us, Cousin Phil, before you're
ruined! We'd give you the biggest salary of all; and you'd have
no more worry or fuss over anything, for the rest of your life!"
But Philip was in no mood even to chuckle over this. "If my
bridge goes," he said, "it's more money washed away than I
would dare to tell anyone! It'll knock me out. It'll mean bank-
ruptcy."
"Haven't you paid for it then?"
"Paid for it!" The contempt with which the manufacturer
rebuked Spear's ignorance of high finance was an edifying spec-
tacle.
"Well, you'd better say your prayers, Cousin, and prepare for
a quiet life; for there won't be much of your bridge left in a